No one has quite the privaledge to say I am wrong 
But me 
But I say this with no grandosity 
I say this as an observer looking at the themes 
These themes I shall never break free 
So is it odd to say I am more sane through my insanity? 
For it has me questioning everything 
On what they call society 
Behind closed doors 
Are you all pretending not to be me? 
I'm sure behind real walls 
You think I can't see you setting free 
Your masks and trinkets of supeior sanity 
Behind the facade you can act well it seems 
But for someone like me 
It just runs a little too deep 
Constricted in polyester clothes 
In what consitutes who I am 
They say men wear rugged clothes 
Who's to say I need to pretend?
To walk rough and look sophisticated and bland 
What courage does it take to act like who you are within your masks again 
I'm not saying to be like monkeys 
But you forgotten our true origins 
We play in a virtual landscape 
Far before iphones and runscape 
In which we set some rules to war and life 
To make sense of insensable strife 
im gud 
ur da bad guyz 
You forgotten your lies 
That insanity is the main propelent of what we call life 
For a sane person might never make it out 
Of the idea that theirs less issues near 
In the realm of never existing here 
If you realized the ominious clarity 
You too would hide within your insanity 
So go ahead and make fun of me 
I get exalted though deprived dignity 






